THE SPANISH WAR
forks south for the Escorlal, to the Iron Gates, due east
where it enters Madrid. The Reds, using no fewer than
six brigades of international militia, fought desperately to
resist, and with counter-attacks which day after day
ranged over the same ground, managed to hold out for
nearly six weeks It was becoming apparent that the Red
High Command—about this time General Miaja, talka-
tive and boastful yet able, had come to the fore with his
two Russian advisers, Generals Gons and Koltzov, and
his chief of staff, well-named Colonel Rojo—had taken
the discipline and training of this militia well in hand.
The improvement in the military qualities of the Reds
could be seen week after week.
The first attack had to be the reduction of Humera.
This was a small village in the Casa de Campo, about three
miles south of Aravaca and the main road. From my
observation post in the Casa de Campo, I could not see
the village itself, but only the sanatorium, a cluster of
small red-brick buildings in a little grove of trees. The
Red lines ran about half-way between where I was and
the observatory, and it was possible, with the naked eye,
to see the Red militia moving about, cooking their
dinner in the shade of the trees, and even with glasses to
see from time to time the arrival of a Red staff car on the
road from Pozuelo. Sometimes nobody exchanged a shot
for days, and sometimes bullets were whistling by every
other minute. When the offensive began, everything was
changed. It started on a small scale which, militarily
speaking, was wrong. Two columns of Legionaries and
Moors, without much backing in artillery and tanks,
captured Humera sanatorium and, moving forward
cautiously over very difficult country consisting of a series
of entrenched slopes and groves of dark scrub oak and
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